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* Assuredly.    And you, too, will wander, but your hour
is not yet come.'

* And snail I ever see Venice ? *

* I doubt not; for when a mind like yours thinks often of
a, thing, it will happen.'

* You speak to me of mysteries.'

' There is little mystery ; there is much ignorance. Some
day you will study metaphysics, and you will then under-
stand the nature of volition.'

He opened his knapsack and took out two small volumes,
in one of which he wrote some lines. * This is the only
book/ he said, ll have with me, and as, like myself, you are
such a strong Venetian, I will give it you, because you love
art, and artists, and are a good boy. When we meet again
I hope I may call you a great man.

' Here,' he said, giving them to me, 'they are fall of
Venice. Here, you see, is a view of the Rialto. This will
delight you. And in the blank leaf I have written all the
advico you at present require. Promise me, however, not
to read it till you return to your college. And so farewell,
my little man, farewell!'

He extended me his hand. I took it; and although it is
an awkward thing at all times, and chiefly for a boy, I
began telling him my name and condition, but he checked
me. ' I never wish to know anybody's name. Were I to
become acquainted with every being who flits across me
in life, the callousness of my heart would be endangered.
If your acquaintance be worth preserving, fate or fortune
will some day bring us again together.'

He departed. I watched his figure until it melted m
the rising haze of evening. It was strange the ascendancy
that this man exercised over me. When he spoke I seemed
listening to an oracle, and now that he had departed, I felt
as if some supernatural visitant had disappeared.

1 quickened my walk home from the intense anxiety to